


GOOG SEDDON COUE 
DG GOG DOCG CDU Geo 


A Breast Expansion Short Story 


Gunslinger 





UUS SEDDON COUE 
DG GOG DECEY CDU Geo 


A Breast Expansion Short Story 


Gunslinger 


The Breast Expansion Story Club 


San Francisco Tucson Buenos Aires London 


The Strange Case of the Alley Cat Club 


All Rights Reserved © 2003 by Gunslinger 
Published Under Exclusive License by The Breast Expansion Story Club 


No part of this book my be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any 
means, graphic, electronic, or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, 
taping, or by any information storage retrieval system, without express written 
permission from the publisher. 


The Breast Expansion Story Club 


For information address: 
BE Story Club 
P.O. Box 7361-101319 
San Francisco, CA 94120-7361 
www.bestoryclub.com 


Any resemblance to actual people and events is purely coincidental. 
This is a work of fiction. 


Published in the United States of America 


Dedicated to anyone with the wit and taste to be reading my stories. 


Teo say that every dark cloud has a silver lining. 


Yeah, sure - but sometimes, the silver ain't worth the risk of getting hit by 
lightning... 


| should know - I've been under that dark cloud since just about the day | 
was born. That's twenty-seven years and counting, for the accountant- 
types out there. The way | figure it, the odds of things getting 
significantly better once | roll past the big three-oh is a longer shot then 
the immortal Dan Patch coming back from the Great Big Glue Factory in 
the Sky to win the Triple Crown. A bet | wouldn't lay a cent on, if it was up 
to me - but, then again, fate picks the ponies and life lays the wager, and 
you're like the jockey - with the illusion you're in control, but really just 
along for the ride. 


Okay, so | get just a bit philosophically cynical at two in the morning, 
with too much bad coffee in my system, and not enough sleep under my 
belt. 


It's an occupation hazard. 
My name's Maggie Sloane. 
I'm a private investigator. 


| must be - it says so right here on my card. It used to read ‘Private 
Detective’, ‘till | got tired of all the ‘dickless private dick’ jokes 
those yahoos in the Fourth Precinct seem to share in the locker- 
room at the end of shift. Tasteless jokes are bad enough, and 
bad tasteless jokes are worse - unlike cheese or wine, neither 
type get any better with age. Whatever qualities the NYPD 
looks for when choosing would-be-cops, gender-biased 
creativity doesn't seem to be one of them. 


Figures. | have yet to meet an intelligent sexist pig... 
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So, it's two-ten in the morning, everything with a brain has gone to sleep 
hours ago, and even some of the zombie-politicians have called it a night 
after a long day of wasting the taxpayer's hard earned dollars. It's just me, 
the occasional roving squad car, and the pot-head pusher standing on 
the street corner two blocks down, shucking’ and a jivin' as he tried to 
move nickel bags for a dime - with about as much luck as you'd expect. At 
that, he's probably having a better time of it then | am. Whether he's be- 
bopping to a DiscMan or just plain nuts, at least he's able to move. Me, 
I'm stuck in the back seat of a beat up old Toyota, crouched down low so 
not as to attract attention, sipping a cup of coffee with my left hand 
while holding on to my Helvetica Mini with the 
right, just in case | get another chance to 
preserve thirty-five millimeter's worth of 
weirdness for posterity. 










| gotta give this case that much, 
at least. Just like any other stake- 
out gig, from Insurance fraud to 
the divorce settlements that are any 
Pl's meat and potatoes, this gig's about as 
technically demanding as watching grass 
grow - but it certainly stands a cut above the rest 
for shear strangeness. 


Oh, it seemed like a straight enough gig when | took it. On the face of it, 

it was like any one of a dozen other cases I'd handled - same story told by 
the same guy in the same way, detailing the same work for the same 
cruddy pay. 
It started a week ago, when Father Figure, Sub-Type 'B' (Working Stiff) 
showed up at the door to my office. | invite him in, riff a few lines about 
my non-existent secretary being out on lunch, sit him down, and listen to 
the same story that I'd heard a dozen times; namely, Daddy's Little Girl, 
(The twenty-one-year old, looks like a good-girl type with a rap sheet of 
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minor booze and drug offenses as long as my arm...) has vanished, and 
Dear Old Dad can't believe she'd just run off without yada yada yada. 


As | said, I'd heard it all before. Once they're of age, off they go, and no, 
the cops don't care where - and, honestly, neither do |, since that's exactly 
what | did, more or less. Except my ‘Dear old Dad’ wasn't willing to shill 
out hard-earned money to track me down, which this one was. 


As | said, | didn't really care about the ‘missing’ girl, but | did care about 
the money, so if Dad wanted me to do a straight surveillance job on the 
last point-of-contact he had for DLG, then I'd oblige. 


Not happily, mind you - nobody's happy doing a stake-out, ‘cept maybe 
some newbie writer-type thinking of writing ‘hard-boiled detective’ 
stories. | had one of those, once, a sad excuse for a human being who 
slipped me a C-note to spend the night cramped in a car, drinking bad 
coffee and trying to pretend he was invisible. For whatever reason, the 
yutz loved every second of it... 


Anywho, when it comes to the surveillance gig, it's another one of those 
‘silver lining’ routines. After all, I've found damned few other uses for 
being invisible. 


| am, you know - or, at least, unnoticeable, which amounts to the same 
thing. Of average height and average build, with average-length hair in 
an average shade of brown, | can go just about anywhere, and not be 
noticed. An advantage in my line of work, a disadvantage in life - and, 
trust me, the two don't balance. 


Not even close. 
So, DLG's last point of contact was some place called ‘The Alley-Cat Club’. 


Which | figure explains it all, since DLG is probably now known as Becky 
Bountiful or Amanda Screwgood and raking in the big bucks doing three 
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shows a night, with lap-dances in between. But, DOD, of course, 
can't believe his little Debbie would be doing such a thing - and 
with two hundred a day plus expenses, | figure my job is really to 
prove DOD wrong. 


That's when ‘weird’ starts showing up. 


First of all, this club turns out to be down at the end of some back 
alley in a part of town so bad that the hospital signs read ‘Hospital 
Zone - Please Affix Silencer’. So far down this back alley, in fact, that 
they have to ship daylight in by packmule - and that's hardly the 
best location for a strip-club. 


Second point of weirdness - in the prototypical layout for urban 
decay, surrounded by dumpsters of rotting garbage, is the entrance 
to this club - and it's an Art-Deco masterpiece directly out of some 
‘40's film noir, all chrome and flash, complete to two 
larger-then-life statues of abundantly feminine 
humanoid cats. 








Swank among the garbage. 


The facade can't even be seen from the mouth 
of the dead-end alley, since it's ina 
little cul-de-sac right at the end 
- so, no direct surveillance 
of the door. | could have 
practiced being invisible 
by sitting in one of the 
dumpsters across from 
the club's alcove, but I'm 
not getting paid enough 
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dumpsters across from the club's alcove, but I'm not getting paid enough 
as it is, much less enough to sit in NYC refuse. 


Besides - the alley only has one entrance, and that | can watch from a car 
parked on the street - and so, that's what | do, just another boring 
surveillance job... 


except it wasn't. 


Okay, so piss-poor location planning bordering on outright lunacy 
might not make it into the annals of NewYork's Weirdest. 


p Here's weird for you: 


The girls who work at 
the club each have a 
bust-line that not 

only staggers the 










WYW? mind, but 

C . 

pacas apparently defies 
the laws of 


Gia te ş (aa 


No «physics. 


Let's make sure we 
understand each other here: Don't 

think I'm calling these girl's bust 'big'. Calling what these ladies 
were carting around in front ‘big’ would be like saying that Antarctica is 
cold. 


Nor am | simply pointing out that their flesh-melons are ‘firm’, which - 
like calling the Grand Canyon ‘a hole in the ground’ - would be technically 
correct, but misleading. 
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Each and every one of the women | photographed coming out of that 
alley were boasting breasts each anywhere from volley-ball sized as a 
minimum, to massive round melons of magnificent magnitude that 
looked as big and as round as those inflatable beach-balls you could by. 


In fact, the way these hyper-endowed ladies walked, you'd almost think 
that their massive new nose-cones weighed about as much as air-filled 
polyurethane - yet, from the way the moved and bounced, each one of 
those massive mounds must have weighed in at a good twenty-five or 
thirty pounds, on the most massive of the ladies I've photographed... 


..and not once did | photograph any of these ladies entering the alley. 


Now, considering that nine out of ten of these unknowingly noticed 
snapshot studies were topless, seemingly as delighted with their tits as if 
they were brand-new birthday presents, | could be damned sure that 
they weren't simply balloons stuffed down the shirt. These titanic tits 
were, perhaps, surgically created, but they were metaphysically ‘real’. 


I've snapped three roles of film, some color, some black and white and 
some using night-vision, to take back to my office and compare to DOD 
picture of DLG. After all, with make-up, dyed hair or a wig, and implants, 
maybe I'd miss her on seeing her in the flesh, but | can't be fooled when 
comparing photos. So, no DLG, not yet... 


..but | do have a mystery. A, “ahem*, big mystery. 


Strippers.. sorry, ‘exotic dancers’, aren't exactly the shy types. Especially 
‘specialty’ dancers, like the big-busted. They spend that sort of money on 
implants, they want to get the word out - and they bigger they get, the 
bigger they get, if you catch my drift. 


These women...? 


Nada. I've compared the photos to every exotic dancer in every directory 
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| could lay my hands on, local first, then in an ever-expanding circle. 
No dice. 


I've got pictures of women carting around chest-melons that shoot right 
through the triple alphabet, and who has heard of them...? 


Nobody. 


In desperation, | even posted pictures of some of these women on a 
website that focus specifically on breast, big breasts, and the women 
who keep getting them bigger. | mean, this ‘Breast Enlargement’ site 
seems to be the focus of everything big and bouncy on the Internet, with 
links to other fetishes | don't even want to get into. So, breaking a few 
laws and my not-to-stringent code of ethics, | posted pictures of these 
top-heavy tootisies on the BEA and asked the assorted members, breast- 
o-philes all, to identify them. 


The response...? 


'No idea who they are - where can we find more photos/info/the person 
in person?’ 


More then four hundred responses, and they all boiled down to that - no 
idea who the women were, but can they have some more, please...? 


Yeesh - men...! 


So, here it is, nearly twenty after two on a Thursday morning. It's too 
damned cold, but | can't run the car for heat, and I'm contemplating a 
mystery that isn't really any of my business, technically speaking, while 
the case I'm supposed to be on, searching for DLG, hasn't gotten 
anywhere. 


What's a girl to do...? 
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Well, if that girl's me, and she's cold, tired and bored, she decided maybe 
a closer look is in order. 


A quick peek to be sure that nobody's watching the watcher, and 
then - trusty camera in hand, I'm out the door with about as much 
noise as a mouse walking through a room of dozing cats. 


I'm even quieter heading down the alley. 


They say nothing's more invisible then a black cat 
at midnight, but it's not true. At night, dark gray is 
better, since black can be seen as something 
darker then the background. In dark-gray slacks 
and a dark-gray sweater, all covered with a dark- 
gray trenchcoat, I'm just another New York 
ghost flitting through a back alley, invisible 
even to myself. 


Avoiding pools of deep shadow as insistently as pools of light, | 
stick to gray-on-gray as my soft-soled shoes noiselessly take me 
down the cracked and worn pavement of the alley. 


There's a real trick to walking that quiet, and it has to do with how you 

lower your weight, so that nothing shifts or slaps under your foot. It's 
done by lightly touching the heel to the ground, then slowly rolling your 
foot forward on a slight off-axis to the rest of your body, about twenty 
degrees - then rolling back off the toe when you lift your foot. 


If, now knowing that, you give it a try, don't be surprised if it's slow as 
molasses in January, and about the silliest-looking thing you've ever 


done, short of having an orgasm. 


Nothing's sillier looking then having an orgasm. 
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Anyway, to do either one right takes practice. The walking gig | had 
plenty of practice at, and | can do it as quickly and smoothly as most 
people can speed walk - which is how | did it down the alley, flowing 
along with nary a noise, the trenchcoat bunched tight to avoid even the 
flapping sound a sudden gust of wind might bring. 


On my recon, | noticed that the club had pyramidal skylights on it's roof. 
Skylights that, like every other one in New York, had been blacked out, 
lest the perversions you're up to might be seen by a nosy neighbor in a 
taller building, a pilot in a news or police chopper, or - if you're a 
conspiracy theorist - be filmed by a CIA spy satellite. 


It's been my experience, however, that black paint hastily applied to the 
inside of glass on the ceiling quite often doesn't quite cover everywhere - 
so, up the fire escape on the wall of the building bordering the club | go, 
making more noise then I'd like on the rickety, rusting metal - say, about 
as much noise as that creeping mouse, should he fart... 


So, I'm on the roof, and | hop across a low parapet onto the club's roof, 
and what do I find...? 


It's not black-painted glass. It's tinted plexi. 


The type of tinted plastic that, if it's dark outside - which it is, and the 
building's well-lit inside - which it is, then it's about as effective at 
blocking sight as a pair of sunglasses, if you get close enough to it... 


..which | do. 


The view's perhaps three hues darker then reality, thanks 
to the tint - but | have no trouble seeing down into 

the club floor, and almost the instant my brain 
manages to register what the light hitting the 

rods and cones of my eyes means, I'm snapping 

away with my trusty Mini, wanting irrefutable 
photographic proof of what I'm seeing. 
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After all, if you don't have any evidence when you go into the police 
station to claim that you've found a club that was actually a front for 
some sort of bizarre crazed plastic surgeon forcing women to undergo 
radical breast-enlargement surgery, they'd tended to think you nuts. 


The pictures, however, should be good enough to back up my story. After 
all, how many ways are there to interpret photos showing a woman 
bound and gagged in a high-tech manner on a custom-built ‘surgical 
bed’, while two white-gowned men prepared a series of dangerous and 
evil-looking devices positioned near her chest - while, on an identical bed 
next to it, a woman who'd already obviously undergone the procedure 
was laying unconscious, her massively-inflated breasts thrust upwards 
from her chest in defiance of gravity as the men removed the breast 
enlargement equipment in favor of a diabolical-looking machine that 
was wheeled in position near her head, in what must be some sort of 

brain-washing that would get the woman to not only accept, 

but revel in, her freakishly, forcibly enlarged bust...? 


There was no time to go for the cops. Having snapped the 
rest of the roll of film, | realized that by the time | could 
get it developed and taken to the authorities, the woman 
about to be brainwashed would have been lost, and 

perhaps the second woman as well, depending on how long 
it took the surgeon to insert the implants. 


| had to act. 


Ignoring silence in favor of speed, | left my 
camera on the roof and sprinted towards 
the fire-stairs access in the corner of the 
graveled rooftop. As | ran I let my coat flap 
open, and in seconds the butt of my 
model 1911A1 Colt .4 was filling my hand. 
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I'd gotten the gun because it had simply seemed the thing to do at the 
time. I'd practiced with it a few times on the firing range, gaining a 
minimal skill, but I'd never so much as drawn it on the job, much less 
used it. 


Now, however, knowing every second could matter, | didn't even hesitate 
as | lifted the gun, drew a bead on the door where | thought the lock 
would be, and opened fire. 

It took six of the eight bullets in the clip, and thirty-two seconds, but then 
| was through the shattered door and flying down the stairs, changing 
clips on the fly as | bounded down the darkened and echoing stairwell. 
The door at the bottom had a handle on my side, and it wasn't locked, so 
only ascant second was wasted as | burst into the room. 


"Back away!" | shouted to some very startled looking gowned, gloved and 
masked medical psychos. One of them, having reacted faster 
to the shots upstairs then the others, was just lifting a phone 
of it's hook. 


Somehow, | doubted he was calling the cops. Probably 
calling whatever underworld figure sponsored this 
sick little operation... no pun intended. 


"Drop the phone, asshole!" | ordered, 
gesturing with the piece to make sure he 
understood the implied consequences if he 
didn't. 


"Who are you...?" He demanded, not complying. 
"What the hell do you...?" 


| shut him up by pulling the trigger. 
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Considering what he and his buddies were doing to these poor women, | 
would have felt complete justified putting it straight through the chest - 
or, better yet, several inches lower. Instead, | settled for blowing the phone 
into electronic heaven, leaving him with a receiver that didn't connect to 
anything. 


"Christ...!" He said, his voice as high as if I'd given into my castration 
fantasy, and he backed away from the desk. 


Figuring that my little display of violent tendencies would help cow the 
others, | hurried over to the nearest table, on which the helplessly 
inflated woman was blinking groggily up at the ceiling. 


It was awkward doing things left-handed, but | wasn't about to put my 
gun down. Splitting my attention between the woman and then psycho- 
docs, | quickly unstrapped the slowly rousing woman, finally pulling that 
damned bit-gag from her mouth. 


"Wha...?" She asked, groggily, working her jaws. "What's going on...?” 


"Don't worry, sister - I'm here to help..." | assured her, slowly peeling the 
surgical blanket back from her lower half in preparation of helping her 


up... 


..and then | stopped dead and stared at the regulation police-issue 
trousers and boots the athletic blonde was wearing. 


The bastards had some sort of cajones to be doing this to a cop - or 
maybe she'd caught on to their sick little scam, and this was their way of 
insuring she'd never report it. 


"I'm getting you out of here..." | told her, tugging on her arm. "Quick - 
we'll get you to the station, and you can report these bastards..." 
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They'd listen to a fellow cop, right? Even if she did happen to have tits the 
size of one of Jupiter's moons, she was still part of the thin blue line... 
"Report...?" She said, shaking her head as she slowly threw off the effects 
of the drugs they'd pumped into her. "You mean - report this to the 
precinct?" 


"Yeah, lady..." | said, relieved to see that she was mentally coming back 
on-line. "C'mon - | got photos, and between you and me, soon these 
bastards and what they've been doing here will be on the front page of 
every newspaper in the country." 


She stared at me - and her face contorted as he head whipped around... 


..as the sound of a door being thrown open whipped my own head 
around. 


"Thank God!" | said, relived, as a half-dozen of New York's Finest spilled 
into the room, guns drawn. Obviously looking for their missing comrade, 


they'd already tracked her down, and now... 


"Drop it!" The one in the lead screamed - and his 9mm service piece was 
pointed at me. 


Just as were five others. 
"Hey, look...!" | protested, lowering the Colt. "I'm on your side..." 


"She said she has pictures..." The woman I'd tried to rescue said, yanking 
the gun from my grip. 


"Where's the photos, lady..." One of the male cops demanded, his gun still 
aiming at my center-of-mass. 


| swallowed. "Look, | don't know what's going on here, but..." 
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"The pictures, you dumb bitch - where are the pictures..." The female cop 
demanded. 


"Camera... on the roof..." | stammered, stunned by the look of hate on her 
face. "Beside the skylight. Look, what the hell's going on here...?" 


"You don't have a clue, do you...?" She asked, face contorted in anger. She 
turned to face the man who I'd shot the phone out from under. "Doctor 
Stienz, what she's done.. will it mess anything up...?” 


The doctor shook his head, slowly. "| hope not. We must still hurry to 
perform the linking procedure - or you may be stuck at the maximum 


inflation..." 


"Bitch..." the female cop snarled at me again, handing the gun over to a 
male colleague as she lay back on the table. 


Weak-kneed, | simply watched as this D. Steinz character helped two of 
his medical colleagues restrain the female cop on the table, and go back 
to prepare the machine that went over her head. 

"|... don't understand..." | said, plaintively. 

"It's a new procedure..." Steinz said, even as he continued to work. "One 
that is quite secret, and not even brought to the FDA or AMA, much less 
so approved. A method for controlling breast size through simple 
application of will." 

| gaped. "Wha... What...?” 


Turning and looking over my shoulder, Steinz jerked his head oddly. 


..but even as | swung around, my knees went weak, and the world went black. 
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Darkness slowly parted... 
"Welcome back, Miss Sloane..." Steinz' voice said, warmly. 


| blinked, letting my eyes slowly adjust to the light as | tried to push 
through the lingering fog of whatever drugs had been pumped into me. 


| wasn't in the ‘operating room’, but in another part of the club. 


"| had the orderly's bring you here..." Steinz said, calmly. "I thought you'd 
feel more comfortable having this conversation here, in my office.” 


A well-appointed office, all wood and leather. It looked like the office of 
some high-powered lawyer, but | knew | was still in the club, since the 
broad window that, in a lawyer's office, would have shown a city skyline, 
instead showed the operating room. 


That window was to my right. Directly in front of me, Steinz was leaning 
comfortably back in his high-backed leather swivel chair. 


To my left, there was another large 'window' - and this one looked out 
on the rest of the Alley-Cat Club. 


A Club that was, indeed, what it would purported to be - a strip club. 


It was a small one, however, barely larger then the combination 
living/dining-room of my apartment, though lavishly appointed. The 
seating, good for about a dozen, was only about three quarters full - and 
most of that were those cops who'd busted in the room. 


| know understood how they'd been so close at hand, since they were 
sitting in the club, enjoying the sight of the woman writhing and 
strutting her stuff on stage. 
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In a skimpy, highly-erotic version of a ‘Police Uniform’. 
Their female colleague, the one who'd called me a bitch. 


| shook my head again, still trying to fight my way through the fog of 
drugs. 


"What did you do to her, you bastard...?" | slurred, thickly, wondering why 
| felt so odd. "Brainwash her? Was that before or after you forced 
implants on her...?" 


Steinz laughed. "No, no, my dear girl - you misunderstand completely. 
Neither her - nor your - breasts are implants..." 


With the drugs, it took a second to register, and then | 
looked down... 


The thought that such freakish masses of feminine 
flesh had been inflicted on me had given a burst of 
adrenaline that had cleared the cobwebs from my 
mind - so it was with a clear mind that | could sigh in 

relief, perhaps tinged with the faintest hint of 
regret, as | saw that my nominal 'B' cup 
endowments remained untouched... 


..and uncovered. 
| quickly crossed my arms over my chest. 


"Where's my shirt...2" | demanded, 
flushing. 
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Hesitantly, | reached up and touched one equally enlarged nipple, barely 
aware of the doctor's gaze as | went from a hesitant touch to a more 
assertive - and pleasant caress of the firm, full flesh of my enhanced bust. 


"How...?" | asked, stunned, as my other hand came up as well, almost as if 
it hand a mind of it's own. Unbelieving, | gently squeezed my new bra- 
stuffers. 


"It's the process | developed." Steinz said. "Too many women wish to be 
more busty, but are afraid of the social stigmata that comes with implants 
- so, | developed a process by which a woman can regulate her breast size 
at will. More then that, it's a secret - if they wish to remain small-busted 
for the public, maintaining their public persona, they may, while at home, 
they can be as large as they wish. However, many of my clients also wish a 
more public display of their new endowments - and hence, the club." 


He gestured out the window that led to the stage. 


"Here, they may show off their new endowments to trusted persons. There 

is also a larger private club in the basement, where they may mix and 
mingle with trusted strangers, whom | have carefully cleared to be a 
member." He shrugged, smiling. "What good is having the bust-line of 
your dreams, if nobody can ever see it? Hence, the cloak of secrecy, to allow 
women to play out their fantasies without fear of reprisal." 


"Ho... ly... shit..." | breathed, seeing the breadth and scope of the doctor's 
work here - and then something else he'd said earlier came back. 


"What did you mean when you said that you gave me the 
‘maximum size’...2" 


"Well, | give each woman a ‘maximum’, the largest size 
they'd ever imagine they'd want to be, plus a bit 
of ‘padding’ for interest. The procedure 
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can only be done once pre woman, and while they can be any size 
they'd like within that range, | do have to set the upper limit for 
them." Steinz explained. "No woman, as yet, has ever wanted their 
maximum Set to the theoretical maximum... so, in your case, | took 
the chance. Speaking of which, | don't suppose you'd be willing to...?" 


He trailed off, expectantly - and | looked him straight in the eye. 


"What's the deal here, doc? Extortion, to get whatever small fortune 
you usually charge?" | asked. "Or do | have to sign some sort of 
agreement to perform in your club?" 


He blinked - then, shaking his head, opened a drawer in his desk. 


He emerged holding my camera - and the exposed photos, which 
he'd had developed. He slid camera and photos across the desk. 


"| make no money at his." He said. "| accept donations, if offered, but 
demand nothing - and run this facility at a willing loss because of it." 


My eyes narrowed. "Why?" 


"| like big tits." He said, candidly enough. "The women who come to 
me all want enlarged breasts, and I'm happy to gibe it to them - and 
happy to be surrounded by large-breasted women, day and night, for 
my viewing pleasure...” 

Again, he gestured at the window showing the stage and it's hyper- 
endowed occupant. 
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"I am wealthy enough to afford it, and even should | find my resources 
running low, I'm sure that | can continue to enjoy the work I've already 
done, in a less expensive locale.” 


It was a blatantly self-serving situation - but one that was equally 
obvious as being mutually beneficial. 


"So...2" | asked, tilting my head. "What happens now? With me, | 
mean...?" 


He shrugged. "Nothing. You have all the proof necessary to expose me. If 
you wish, you may do so. If not, you may do with the gift | have given you 
whatever you wish, even if it is never to be used. As for your reason to be 
here..." 


He pulled a file folder out of the same, still open drawer, and slid it 
across the desk as well. 


It detailed the whereabouts of Daddy's Little Girl - who, as it turned out, 
was working as a hostess in the private club below, living and working 
somewhere she could show off her endowments twenty-four hours a 
day, while she made up her mind whether she was going to publicly 
reveal her ‘implants’, or choose to hide them in her new life. Apparently, 
many such women took the same opportunity while they figured out 
what to do with their new gift. 


"l. see..." | said, slowly. | looked up, and met Steinz' eyes again, looking for 
deception... 


„and finding only honestly. 
| took a deep breath. 


"Let's see how big the puppies get, shall we...?" | asked, rhetorically - and 
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as he grinned, | concentrated on a mental image of my already swollen 
breasts getting bigger. 


The flesh riding on my chest began pushing outwards at a rapid rate, 
running just barely behind the thoughts | was generating as they gained 
mass and size, expanding ever outwards in spherical syncrocity. 


| gasped, feeling the increasing weight and heft of my enlarged breasts. 
My hands, still cupping the mounds, quickly found them overflowing my 
grip as they continued to push further and further out from my chest, 
settling lower and lower as size and weight increased. My nipples, 
keeping pace with the swelling, grew harder and thicker then could be 
accounted fro by the cool air, and | found myself becoming increasingly 
aroused by the added sensations that came from a chest that spilled 
downwards over my ribcage even as it thrust further outward. 


"God.. how big...?" | asked, twitching in pleasure as | stared down at the 
spherical mounds of tit-flesh, each one now as big as my head and still 
expanding. 


He didn't answer, content to let me discover for myself the extent of my 
new size. 


| continued picturing hem ever-larger - and ever-larger did they get. 


| was now squeezing and working my swelling nipples openly, enjoying 

the sensations that came from the fondling of the increasingly large 
nubs - but it was getting steadily more difficult as | had to hold my hands 
further away and lower as the breasts they rode upon shot past the 
largest of the women I'd seen before, the beach-ball masses they'd so 
happily borne, once enormous to my eyes, now paling in comparison to 
what rode on my own chest. 


| could no longer reach my own nipples - but it didn't matter, really, 
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since the massive spherical sides of my new tits were frilly pressed 
against my arms, pining them to the chair, as they lower curves of the 
massive mounds finally came to rest in my lap, pinning me to the chair. 


They were huge. 
They were gigantic. 


They were massive spherical masses of breast-flesh that matched the 
weight of the rest of my body, making my breasts equal to the rest of me 
in mass and size, but more important then the rest of me in function, 
since they denied me the ability to so much as move an inch. The only 
way | could have so much as scratched my nose was to shrink them 
down... 


„and | didn't want to! 

There was just so much soft, sensitive flesh. Even the air flowing over my 
massively expanded mounds felt fantastic - and that was to say nothing 
of the bear-bottle-neck-sized nipples now thrust proudly out into the 
space over my knees. 

Doc Steinz was, quite literally, drooling. 

"Doc.." | said, my voice unsteady. "You're a twisted, sick individual.. and if 
you have a shred of human decency in you, you'll get the hell over that 


desk of yours and fondle.. my fantastic... new... tits!" 


Doc Steinz was nothing if not a humanitarian... 
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They say that every dark cloud has a silver lining. 
Yeah, and some of them have linings of spun gold. 


| have to buy custom-made clothing. My bras cost two hundred dollars a 
piece, and look like they're designed to store beach-balls in. It took three 
weeks to learn to simply balance in platform shoes with seven-and-a-half 
inch heels, much less doing anything more demanding in them. 


| work nights, sleep days, and though | have many admirers, don't have 
that much of a social life, barring extremely regular check-ups from a 
very thorough doctor friend of mine. | spend more money on cosmetics 
then the gross national product of Paraguay, and when | walk down the 
street, certain parts of me draw more attention then the whole rest of 
me, meaning that the actual 'me' is practically invisible to many people. 
It's an occupation hazard. 


My name's Maggie Mounds. 


I'm a private dancer. 


THE END 
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